FEET OF CLAY

"Legally or not/' he had replied, "I shall never install my mistress at
Mauglaives. There are too many reasons against it."

In twenty years Odile had never mentioned the subject again.

Gilon braked the car and, at the same moment, the Marquis from
the depths of his night had the impression of seeing a little yellow glow.
"Dear me, I've seen something!" he thought.

"The swine didn't dim their headlights!5' Gilon cried.

The other car passed with a rattling noise.

The Marquis was really delighted with his outing. It was a long time
since his senses and mind had been so active.

When they arrived at Joinvry, Urbain de La Monnerie made an effort
to imagine a big, long, low house with a high mansard roof. But he
saw the house covered with a red network of Virginia creeper in
autumn, whereas the walls at this moment were thick with climbing
greenery.

Three steps to climb to the front door, one to go down to enter the
room on the left...

"I am the Abbe Prochet," someone said, making the old parquet
creak beneath his heavy boots,

"Oh, good evening, Monsieur le Cure," replied the blind man, ex-
tending two fingers above the handle of his stick.

The Cure rushed at these two fingers and shook them carefully,
bowing as if he were about to kiss a bishop's ring.

"Allow me, Monsieur le Marquis, allow a priest," he said, "to con-
gratulate you respectfully on what you are about to do. It's a good
deed, a very good deed, for the repose of her soul, and even for yours,
Monsieur le Marquis."

The floor creaked again beneath another step.

"Here is Monsieur le Maire," said the Cure.

"Ah well, I see everything has been prepared," said the Marquis.

One step up to go into her room. "There's nothing like houses on
one floor for having steps everywhere," thought Urbain de La Mon-
nerie, remembering a remark he had made twenty times.

"Good evening, Odile," he said in a firm voice. "So it's not going
too well, eh?"

No one answered him.

"Well," he went on, raising his voice, already out of patience, "why
don't you say something?"

The silence was unbroken, but for the imperceptible rustle of a hand
against a sheet.

The Marquis could not see the eyes full of hope, gratitude, admira-
tion and love that the old woman turned towards him. The vertical
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